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Summary: Experimental AU. 2010 
Halo 4, and in 2015 we had been 
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others speculated that it was a 
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Numbers Game 

* * IF YOU HATE OC STORIES PLEASE LEAVE. IF NOT, PLEASE READ** **THIS 
****GOD-AWFUL LONG**** AUTHORS NOTE UNDERNEATH. Thanks. ** 

**Well, it took a long time for this to materialise onto LibreOffice 
I can tell you that. This idea has been swimming around in my head 
for some time now (about a year or so) since I became an Inheritor on 
my first and foremost account : Willd Bullet. As both an avid reader 
and gamer, I wanted to combine the two into a story unlike any other. 
There are a lot of notes I must do before the actual story, so just 
bear with me here on this one.** 

**1) As stated in the summary, this is something I'd like to call 
'Experimental AU ' because it's something not many people have 
explored in the Halo community, and is very different to any other 
story I've written or read. I have said that it contains OCs . I'd 
like to say they were OCs, but they're not. I have no idea if this 
bends the rules of privacy/consent/permission or not, but 
essentially, this is a story where people will be placed into the 
game itself - specifically the matchmaking population of Halo Reach 
as of April 2016 at peak - and is around 19,000 people. ** 

**Of course, I haven't asked the entire population of the people who 

play Reach if they want to be in my story or if they don't __fucking 

care _if I include them or not - that's just ludicrous. I'm going to 
be making most of them up so that they are OCs, but if you want to be 



included them I'm sure that I can find a place for you in my story. 
Read the authors note at the bottom for further details. ** 

**2) Because this is a rather unique story. I'll just say one thing. 
THIS IS NOT YOUR AVERAGE RUN-OF-THE-MILL ' OC gets stuck in game, does 
campaign with main character and finds a way home' story. This is a 
story that deals with racism, sexism, gore, death and I think shows a 
very realistic portrayal of how most of the general population of 
Reach players (teenagers) would cope with being inside a game where 
you've been drawn into a grim and horrific take on war, however these 
elements aren't portrayed in the first chapter at all. Of course, my 
stories wouldn't be anything without the odd and goofy sentence here 
and there, so watch out for those as well. ** 

**3) Thirdly, this is a zombie-themed story, as in the 'Alpha 
Zombies' in the Living Dead playlist. I'm going to brag for the sake 
of bragging - the entire reason I thought of this story was because I 
was so excited that I was #197 in the world at the game-type. I 
realise now that's not much of an accomplishment, but I was fourteen 
then, what would you expect? It will include all of the features of 
matchmaking except the stupid 'falling thirty meters and you die' 
thing that was implemented for game-play sake _and more. __The lunge, 
the unlimited sprint and the overshield will be present in this 
story, and I'm hyped as to how I will implement that in future 
chapters . * * 

**4) For the past week I've been on a reviewing spree and criticised 
many new stories that have been introduced to the Halo fandom. Well, 
now it's your turn as I'll take your comments head on and smash them 
to pieces much like a Ghost getting shattered by Armour 
Lock . ** 

**5) Finally, I'm only fifteen, so there may be grammar mistakes. I'm 
also English, so if I spell things the English way and not the 
American way I'll just counter you by saying that we, the Britons, 
created the words like that so the Americans shouldn't of maliciously 
mutilated the word(s) . This is my first take on something like this, 
so let me know what you thought about it as a concept and if I should 
scrap it or not.** 

* *DISCLAIMER : I, A Fluffy Lemon (my gamer-tag), do not own anything 
except my OCs (and even then that's a bit sketchy) and everything 
Halo related belongs to Bun- 343 Industries. I also don't own 
anything else if you happen to see the blatantly obvious Star Wars 
reference, the Harry Potter reference (although I think I cut that 
out), the /famous Youtuber Smurphyl8 reference/! and a funny Nesquik 
reference which will be present in all of the chapters. Don't worry 
guys, the Nesquik god thanks me with his benevolence.** 

**Enjoy. ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span><strong>Chapter 1 : The Start of Something<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Last Man Standing . "<p> 

I readied myself as the blue shield bar at the top of the screen 



became a verdant green. Moving over to the right, two brick red 
enemies ran towards my position. Once they were lined up perfectly, I 
mercilessly blasted the pair with a single shotgun shell. The two 
lifeless bodies slammed against the wall with large, bloody holes in 
their chests as blood sprayed. 

"Double kill!" 

With its Energy Sword activated, another zombie sprinted up from the 
floor below, jumped up onto the ledge and lunged in on me . I 
crouched; the confused zombie stopped in its tracks and I pummelled 
it off the side. 

"Triple kill!" 

I reloaded. Four of their friends used the gravity lift behind me. 

Not scared of their numbers, I flawlessly picked them off one by one 
in rapid succession with my pistol. 

"Overkill! Killtacular! Killtrocity! Killaman jaro ! Untouchable!" 

The next batch re-spawned by the tower, so I had a few seconds to 
decide on the next course of action. With forty seconds left on the 
clock and no spare ammo for either weapon, this was a tough and 
spontaneous match. 

Utilising my unlimited sprint, I made a dash to the humans' spawn. 
Parallel to where I was, the zombies grouped en masse on the bridge 
and made haste to infect me. One was naA“ve enough to try and get me 
from afar: it rotated to its side and leaped across the fifty-foot 
drop to the sea below. I backed away, but before it plummeted to its 
death, I put a bullet in its chest with my pistol, ensuring that the 
kill would be mine. 

"Killtastrophy ! " 

Crouch jumping, I climbed up the glass covering and eventually onto 
the roof. Immediately the screen started crackling and the clean, 
clear visage of the map became enveloped in a faint, translucent red 
with a ten-second countdown. Eleven dots appeared on my radar; they 
were closing in. 

"Thirty seconds remaining!" 

The announcement gave me relief as my heart was thumping hard against 
my chest and my hands and controller were covered in sweat. With my 
sensitivity on ten, I spun around and unloaded the entirety of my 
last pistol magazine on a single zombie that lunged at me whilst back 
stepping away. Out of fear and concern, after I ran out of ammo I 
bashed it with my pistol as a precaution. The two weapons clashed, 
and the resonating sound of the classic sword block was like music to 
my ears; however, in the midst of the stand-off, I paced back further 
than I should of and dropped down. 

"Killpocalypse ! " 

The sword block had drained a quarter of my shield and after falling 
from a great height it depleted even further until only half of my 
original shield remained. The zombies, aware of that fact, divided up 
and branched off into different direct ionsa€"no doubt an attempt at 



cornering me. 


I hurried to the man cannon by the bottom of the map. Zombies tailed 
me, but because of the game type they had a limited time to run. 

Armed with only six shotgun shells, I made a last stand behind the 
lift, camping like a noob. Looking behind was the fifty-foot drop to 
a quick death and an elevated platform ten metres away. Two zombies 
with the Pestilence armour effect greeted me if I ran out of options. 
I stole a glance at my motion sensor; five dots closed in on my 
position, but I was prepared. 

Or so it seemed. 

The sound of an Xbox notification rang, and my screen became engulfed 
in a navy blue with a message. 

**Your Xbox 360 Controller is disconnected. Reconnect your Xbox 360 
controller and then press A.** 

"Are you bloody kidding!?" I screamed, frantically holding down the 
dashboard button on my controller. It flashed several times, but it 
was no usea€"the battery was dead. The fate of my in-game Spartan was 
imminent. I helplessly watched as two zombies jumped and lunged at me 
in perfect synchronisation, and I dropped to the floor, defeated. It 
wasn't all bad thougha€"the other three zombies missed their chance 
to lunge, and they died at the hands of the sea. I couldn't help but 
crack a smile. 

"Noobs . " 

The leader-board appeared as my corpse was tea-bagged by the two 
victorious zombies. It may have been a win for them, but overall I 
trashed them. 

"I guess it wasn't so bad; I still got sixty-six kills. It's not my 
highest, but it'll do," I said. 

"How do you do so well? That's higher than my record." 

"Well, you're evidently not that good at the game." 

"At least I don't sweat at the game. Look at your hands; you're 
sweating like a mad pig." 

"How do you know what a pig sweats like?" I asked, but received no 
answer . 

"The real question is how I knew that you're sweating." 

"You creep me out way too much." 

That was my best friend and fellow gamer Zachary. A friendly guy who 
enjoyed Reach up to a point, but wasn't quite into it as I was. He 
was a fanatic, but not so much a raving loon like I was described as 
by some people. He had the game longer than me but I played it way 
more often than him; in the time it took him to get to Field Marshall 
I was already an Inheritor. 

"We should be playing game nights with other players, not battling 
out on multiplayer to try and best our records." 



"I guess you're right. Eighty-four kills is my highest, but I'll 
never reach that tonight. I think it's safe to say that my reaction 
time has significantly decreased over the years." 

"What ' re you on about? You're younger than me and we've only been 
playing this game for three years. Is that just your way of saying 
that you've just gotten lazier over time?" 

"You catch on fast, don't you?" 

"You know me." 

After the match ended and I received my credits, I backed out of the 
post-game lobby and joined one of my friend's custom game lobbies. He 
was one of those types of gamers who did nothing but play custom 
games, whether it was assassination-only, parkour, jenga towera€"you 
got the idea. He even had the game for roughly as long as us. You 
could see why he was only a Hero: forty-thousand bloody kills on 
custom games and just over half as many on matchmaking. Absolutely 
ridiculous. What was the scariest part? He sounded like a ten-year 
old. He was a squeaker. 

As I spawned in I realised that they had started a new round of Fat 
Kid. I remembered playing this on Halo 3 back in my first year of 
having Gold. Ah, sweet nostalgia. Looking at the leader-board there 
was only one space available, so I quickly sent Zac an invite. A few 
moments later, a notification popped up at the bottom left and stated 
that Mighty Bullet had joined the game. 

Some stupid idiot tried to assassinate the Fat Kid, but he wasn't 
really AFK. The alpha zombie spun around and smashed his Gravity 
Hammer into my ally, infecting him. He was trying to get the hammer 
and I could understand that, but seriously, that was a gullible and 
naA“ve mistake. Zac spawned; we immediately readied ourselves for the 
oncoming alpha zombie. Two other humans spawned with Gravity Hammers 
whilst others had Concussion Rifles and Rocket Launchers. 
Unfortunately I only had a DMR, but Zac was lucky enough to have a 
pistol also. 

"Oi, Zac?" 

"What?" 

"Coconuts . " 

He chuckled at my remark and I had a huge grin on my face. 

The single infected zombie had 300% speed, so it was a challenge to 
align the reticule with its head, but nevertheless we must've killed 
it over a dozen times before the Fat Kid passed the corner. Being 
barely ten meters away, we backed into the tunnel to create a fair 
amount of distance between us. Seconds later, we halted. 

"Cover me, " I ordered. 

"What's happened now?" 


"Those bastards re-blocked the tunnel. They're even teabagging! This 
is why I hate custom games. Just keep killing that one zombie until I 



get that damn crate out of the way." 

"Are you serious? They should kill themselves." 

Pummelling the crate out of the way was incredibly tedious and 
frustrating; you had to hit it over forty times just move it a couple 
of inches. The motion radar showed that the alpha was nearing lunging 
range, but I managed to get the crate out of the way just in 
time . 

"Move it!" I shouted. 

Our Spartans sprinted through the remainder of the smaller tunnels 
and into the teleporter. However, an even greater obstacle prevented 
us from advancing further. 

"This is bull; there's no way we'll be able to move the crates on the 
side in time. We need the hammer." 

"Agreed . " 

He tossed a plasma grenade just in front of the teleporter. 

"What the hell are you-" 

I was interrupted by the arrival of the lone zombie a second later. 
The sticky detonated and brought the infected to hell once more. 

I told him, "It's scary that you can do that. You know that, 
right ? " 

"I'm aware . " 

"Your stupid dumb luck just saved our asses, so I can't say it's a 
bad thing . " 

I swore that the person who created this long-ass map had a fetish 
for green crates. Every single bloody obstacle was a massive crate 
designed to slow progression through the map, and it did so 
successfully . 

We impatiently waited out several minutes for the Fat Kid to teleport 
so we could assassinate him. You were wondering about that one zombie 
we kept killing? He rage quit. About damn time too; not that it 
mattered, but he probably went negative by over thirty just from 
Mighty and me. 

The rest of the humans had knocked back the third crate far enough to 
get to the dice, where another bloody crate awaited them. The alpha 
zombie clad in white appeared before us. I took the chance, beat him 
down and stole the hammer from it. 

"Like always dude, cover me so I can get these stupid things out of 
the way . " 

"How am I meant to cover you? The only zombie is the Fat Kid and if 
it goes through the teleporter we're trapped. Unless you take a long 
time to get the crates out of the way I don't need to cover you; we 
just killed it for the hammer remember?" 



I hammered away as I spoke, "Ah, I forgot about that. Like I always 
say, I have the memory of a goldfish." 

"Goldfish don't actually havea€"" 

"I know. It's a figure of speech." 

I'd hit the damned things so many times I lost count. 

I shouted, "When the hell are these things going to give way!? I'm 
cursing Bungie; this is just taking the piss." 

"Hey, Phil?" 

"What do you want? Can't you see I'm doing something?" I replied 
angrily . 

He sighed. "I hate to tell you thisa€| but the mines have 
de-spawned . " 

I stopped. "Tell me you're joking." 

"See for yourself." 

He was right. Essentially, we, or rather _I _had just spent my time 
hitting a crate for god-knows how many times and found out that I 
didn't even need to do that in the first place. 

"FOR THE LOVE OFa€"" 

"We have more important things to do instead of raging." 

He was right again. We traversed the map until reaching an area where 
other humans were. The next obstacle was a silly plasma shield and 
only needed to be pummelled a few times in order to get by. To the 
right of us was a sort of pen with a one-way shield attached to the 
bottom of it; four humans were stuck to it, and I was slightly amused 
at the sight. 

"Stupid noobs . " 

"Phil, the alpha is right at the end of this hallway. Either he's a 
hacker or we miscalculated how much time we actually had. Either way, 
we don't have much time; we can't do anything for these people. Get 
the shield down as quick as possible. He's looking at us like we're 
the first moving thing he's seen in a whilea€"like we're his 
food . " 

I'd never heard Zac talk so seriously in-game before. It was like he 
was actually in the game. 

"Alright, alright," I replied, slightly aggravated by his tone. 

I brought the hammer down upon the plasma shield, and it flashed from 
a purple hue to a red one; the humans who had their fate sealed when 
they decided to jump into such an obvious trap bombarded the small, 
confined area I was in with their ordinance weapons and grenades, 
tossing me about and preventing me from advancing. I smashed the 
shield again seconds later when it had reverted back to its original 
colour, and it gave way. 



"Shield's down! Let's go!" 

"Roger that, " Zac replied. He took a glance at the other humans 
before sprinting ahead of me. 

I looked at them as well. "Well, I'm going to have a fun time killing 
you aren't I? Good luck with all of the upcoming deaths," I said with 
a menacingly cold voice. 

After we had passed the corner, blown up the vehicles and reached the 
last stronghold (which literally was just an open space with every 
single weapon scattered across it), the other humans' service tags 
weren't anywhere in sight. Eleven humans remained, but we didn't last 
long. Several of them were AFK right in front of the entrance, so 
they were the ones who were infected first out of all of us. That 
left six. We managed to hold off for a solid ten minutes, but one 
quita€"presumably because he was bored, however there could've been 
many other reasons whya€"and two others accidently either blew 
themselves up with their ordinance weapons or grenades. 

_So it came down to this, huh, _I thought as I robbed Zac of an 
assassination. 

The three remaining humans consisted of me, or rather _A Fluffy 
Lemon_; Zac, the _Mlghty Bullet, _and our squeaky friend __More 
Snipez, _more commonly referred to as _Rampage _since he changed his 
gamer-tag. His KD was slightly below one, but that was because of how 
he basically fed himself to the humans during actual Living Dead 
games. It was like he valued the time in a game getting shot at more 
than obtaining kills for his own record. There was one instance where 
he went negative forty just because he ran at the humans instead of 
using skilful or glitch ways of infecting them. As much as I felt 
sorry for the poor kid, which wasn't much, he was a constant bundle 
of happiness and joy, no matter what situation we were in, and was 
always able to turn our dismal days into great ones filled with 
laughter from his absurd stupidity. 

As I reminisced over the past, I made my Spartan fall back until it 
reached the border wall. The zombies hadn't, or _couldn't _push ahead 
because there wasn't anything to push to. 

_Perhaps if they all rushed in at once then the round would come to a 
close?_ 

I unloaded my mag and gained a sweet Killtastrophy , but they 
overwhelmed our efforts. As I reloaded, they swarmed around Rampage 
and infected him in an instant. Zac and I regrouped. 

"Are we going to do what we always do?" I asked. 

He replied with a matter-of-fact tone, "Of course we are." 

The zombies thronged through the open space. In the far distance we 
could see the Fat Kid; looking away from the enemies, we stuck each 
other with plasma grenades, stopped moving entirely and committed 
suicide together as we brought four of the infected down with us in 
the chaotic display of blue explosions. 


"Round over!" 



The announcement was my cue to take a break. I said to Zac I ' d be AFK 
for a short while and took off my headset. As I left my controller on 
my bed, I used some hand sanitiser to erase any traces of sweat and 
opened the window. 

I looked back at the television. Rampage had ended the game only to 
put another great game-type on: 'Run from Barney'. I remembered 

playing this map with a youtuber who used to do Halo: Reach game 
nights, but I couldn't remember who he was. The only thing that came 
to mind was something to do with those blue smurfs in those animated 
movies a few years back. 

Grabbing out my stashed away milk-chocolate powder, I ate a couple of 
heaped teaspoons of the stuff and downed a small glass of water 
before putting my headset back on just before the game started. 

The loading screen finished and the overlook of the map took its 
place . 

"I'm a zombie . " 

"Same, " I said, relieved. 

The key feature for 'Run from Barney' was that in order to really 
enjoy the game you had to be a zombie. There was only one human. The 
aim of the game was to run, jump, crouch and parkour your way through 
the linear map whilst getting chased by the human, or as the 
game-type's title suggested, Barney. The catch was that you only had 
one life and you couldn't see how far away he was to you when you 
were running through the map, so you had to be wary of the human's 
existence for the entire duration of the rounds. This was certainly 
one of the more abstract and interesting of the maps that the 
community made as opposed to Grifball. 

"Guys are you going to play any Halo Wars today?" an irritated voice 
said . 

_0h yeaha€ | I forgot he was in the party. _ 

I answered back when Zac stayed silent, "Not today. It's the last day 
of Reach! Why wouldn't you want to play it?" 

"Maybe because I've moved on from it, I have come to the realisation 
that it was a pretty bad game and the fact that you can still play it 
on the Xbox One?" 

"You've changed Blackfyre. Stilla€| couldn't you _at least _play a 
couple custom games with us since it's the last day and all?" 

"Fine, fine. If I do shit then I'm blaming you." 

"Thank you for your kind words, o great god of vehicles." 

"We're actually using vehicles in custom games?" 

"No. It's a parkour map." 

"You can be so misleading sometimes." 



I smirked. "Sometimes. Not all the time though." 


Blackfyre, although we only met on Reach a few years ago, was one of 
those people that talked to you every day just because. Originally, 
Zac and I had met him on a Big Team Battle game and friended him 
because he was a sweat with vehicles, but eventually we persuaded him 
to play other game-types like Living Dead, Multi Team and Grifball 
(even though I hated the endless spawn killing tactic) . 

He was seventeen and two years older than us. Despite this, he was 
only a Nova whereas I was an Inheritor on one account and a Hero on 
my new one. For someone who had the game since release he really 
hadn't played it very often. Zac and I got the game in 2013, but 
because Halo 4 wasn't that exciting, the amount of people who played 
Reach was still around ten to twenty-thousand. 

Ironically, I had several hundred more hours of playing time than him 
and he _still _had a better KD ratio than I did. To be honest though, 
I would've thought that a spread of around fifty-three-thousand with 
more commendation progress than him more than made up for my KD of 
1.93 (as opposed to his of 2.24), but it was the overall skill that 
counted, not if you were a master with one vehicle or weapon and 
complete utter shite with the others . 

Blackfyre had joined, but was infected immediately after spawning in 
because he was the last one alive. 

We ended up playing for several more hours; it wasn't a school night, 
so staying up until midnight was fine as long as I kept the volume 
down. Heck, I could've gone on until 03:00, but that was stretching 
it . 

I'd eaten over half of the milk chocolate powder in those hours, but 
I wanted to keep some for tomorrow, so I closed it and hid it away 
again . 

After fourteen custom games that included Day Z, Cat N' Mouse, Dark 
Village, Indiana Jones, Jump Rope and the two first game-types, all 
three of usa€"four including Rampage who had joined and disrupted the 
party temporarily with his horrible mic earliera€"were extremely 
tired . 

"Well guys, it's time for me to go off. To be honest, I think all of 
you should get off. It's getting late. I'll play some Wars tomorrow," 
said Blackfyre. 

"I'll take you up on that," replied Zac after yawning. 

"Same here. I guess I'll just send a bunch of people weird stories 
about Chewbacca." 

"You really are a weird person with exquisite interests and 
hobbies . " 

"a€ | You got me there. I cannot deny that I am a strange sentient 
being. The final day of Reach has come to a close, but gosh was it a 
great one," I said, saddened that my favourite game couldn't be 
played online any more. "Hey, Rampage, are you there?" I asked as he 
hadn't spoken for a while. 



A notification popped up showing that he had left the party, but I 
was perplexed as to why he didn't say anything. As I began to scroll 
though the game menus, I saw the new one that showed the countdown to 
when the servers would shut down. There were a couple of minutes 
remaining . 

"Before you both go, let's see what the new challenges are!" I 
said . 

"Oh yeah! I don't know why, but the challenges have been resetting at 
midnight for some reason when it's normally 11:00 for the last few 
weeks, " Zac agreed. 

"This is going to be so stupid. We should write down what they are 
and in a couple years we can look back at this because we're stupid 
Halo nerds, " Blackfyre suggested. 

I opened up the Challenges menu to see the four new daily 
challenges . 

"Are you kidding me? They're all Firef ighta€ | " 

The first was the regular Covenant-cide, where you had to kill 
one-hundred and twenty covenant enemies in Firefight; the second was 
Hyper Lethal Vector in which you had to kill one-hundred enemies with 
head-shots in Firefight; the third and fourth challenges were Blast 
Radius and The T.G Opposition, where you had to get seventy-five 
kills with grenades and forty kills with the shotgun in Firefight 
respectively. However, I was left flabbergasted when I looked at the 
weekly challenge. It was new. 

"H-Hey guysa€ | just to make sure I'm not going crazy over a possible 
obsession for this game can you tell me what the weekly challenge 
is?" I asked as I was astounded at what I saw. 

Blackfyre exploded in laughter. "This is ridiculous! They must be 
trolling ! " 

The challenge was called Numbers Game, but the description was 
impossible . 

"I agree with Michael. They've obviously just put this here to make 
the remaining Reach players confused as a last joke. There's no way 
we can get over one million multi-kills. I only have around 
eight-thousand and it's not even maxed out yet," Zac said. 

"One million, one-hundred and seventy thousand to be exact, " I 
interjected . 

"Neither of us asked you to be a dick," Blackfyre said angrily. 

"I wasn't being one," I retorted. 

Perplexed by the idea of the absurd amount of multi-kills, I wondered 
why it was there. I guessed it could've been a number of reasons. 343 
Industries could've just picked a random challenge, but they insisted 
that Reach finished on a humorous note. However, they just prolonged 
its lifespan as a game because of its popularity. I didn't believe 
that 343 actually liked the game. I felt like it was out of placea€"a 
paradox, an anomaly. Why _was _that there, and why specifically 



then? 


The countdown reached zero, and we all disconnected from one another 
in the lobby. We were still in the party together, but we were only 
in our respective lobbies. 

"Well, that was a short but sweet joke." 

"Yeah, it was. Talk tomorrow. See ya, " said Blackfyre as he left the 
party and went offline. Zac did the same. All alone, I re-created my 
bio with a stupid short story that involved Chewbacca, a bottle of 
milk with tonnes of acorns, and then went offline 
also . 

Disconnect ing my controller, I put it aside on one of my many 
shelves, pushed the power button on my 360 and disconnected the power 
plug. Without a second thought, I turned tail and slid into my bed. I 
closed my eyes, and made an attempt at drifting off into sleep. A 
whirring noise prevented me from doing so; I flicked my eyes open and 
scanned the room. The lights were off, and my computer wasn't on. 
There didn't seem to be any- hold on. I swore I had turned my 360 
off. Had I day-dreamed that? Was I too much of an introvert? 
Regardless, I groggily turned on the night lamp, gradually eased my 
way to the desk and pressed the button for a second time. It did not 
turn off. 

"What the hella€|" I whispered, confounded by what I saw. I checked 
that my eyes weren't deceiving me, and confirmed with myself that I 
had indeed pulled the plug on the console. So why the hell was it 
still on... with a cerulean blue ring that kept on flashing? I mashed 
the power button several times, but it didn't do 
_anything ._ 

Disturbed by what I was seeing, I concluded in my mind that I was 
having a _very _lucid nightmare. Desperate to rid the room of the 
dreadful whirring noise, I covered the console with towels, 
papera€"anything that would conceal its existence and the horrible 
noise that disturbed my wandering and exhausted mind. 

It probably overheated after I covered it in a huge amount of 
unnecessary paper and towels. 

Sighing, I climbed back into my bed, pulled the duvet over me and 
shut my eyes once more. As I drifted off to sleep, I thought I heard 
the creaking of the door, but it must of been my imagination. I 
flicked all of the main switches off (they were next to the bedside 
table) . Then, it happened; I heard something similar to a gunshot. My 
heart rate increased tenfold and I snapped my eyes open, afraid of 
what the frightening sound was. I recognised that it didn't sound 
like a regular shot, that it was silenced, and it was almost 
noiseless except for that nail gun-like bang. There was complete 
darknessa€"not a person in sight. 

But I did see something. Something that alarmed me to the point that 
I couldn't believe this was happening. 

With a small handgun grasped between the figure's fingers, it pointed 
the weapon at my head. I tried to move, but my body was locked in 
place. I heard a mechanical and almost futuristic-sounding button 
click. Flames engulfed the darkness, and I widened my eyes in awe and 



fear . 


He was more of a hyper-lethal vector than a soldier and a skilled 
assassin. There was only one other Spartan with his rating: the 
legendary John-117. 

I recognised the legendary flames as an armour effect in the game 
itself, but with complete default armour there was no mistake that 
this was him. 

"Get ready. You're going to need it." 

The man himself had come for me. The man, the myth, the 
legenda€"Spartan B312 sent me to hell itself the moment he pulled the 
trigger . 

I couldn't comprehend the situation. I shouldn't have been conscious 
when shot in the head, yet I felt the slow, excruciating pain flood 
me as I lost the ability to think, feel, hear and smell all within 
what I thought was an eternity, but I knew beforehand that it was 
less than a millisecond. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>I f you managed to become even the slightest bit intrigued 
by my idea (or just skipped the story to read my other authors note) 
then I thank you for your time. For the critics out there, please pop 
a review if I hadn't explained anything, if there were plot-holes, or 
you just want to flame me because it's an OC story. 

<strong> 

**Right, down to business. If you liked the idea that you could be 
included in the story then either PM me on this site or ask me via 
Xbox Live. You'll need to spend a bit of time thinking what you want 
your Spartan to look like, how he/she will act towards others and 
what weapon of choice you want. Age is completely optional, but it 
would be easier if you probably want your character to be mature and 
teen/young adult/older adult or vice versa. If you read the authors 
note then you'll realise my gamer-tag is A Fluffy Lemon. ** 

**There will either be real gamer-tags in this story or spoofed 
versions. For instance: French Kill You is the name of an very good 
BTB player. I'll most likely rename him to French Fill You or 
something. _I can guarantee that there will be people you have heard 
of or played with in this story. You should also be aware that in 
this story the canon Halo lore will be mostly irrelevant. This will 
also be shown in several instances during the story to show that it's 
more than just a game. __** 

**If you have any concerns/problems please talk to me about it. Have 
a good day, and I'll see you on the virtual battlefield. ** 


End 
f ile . 



